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One 


Author's Notes: 
Another story from \"The Little March Book of Metallica Tales\". Warning, it contains spanking (con). 


"Kirk, hey Kirk!" Lars bounded over to his buddy who was restringing his guitar. "I've just had the greatest idea 


ever!" 
"Awww, Lars, I'm a bit busy now" said Kirk. "Can't it wait?" 


Kirky, you know that the ideas of such awesome magnitude that | have can never wait" said Lars. He sat on 


the bed next to Kirk and gazed at him with big, green eyes. 
"OK, OK" said Kirk, putting his guitar down. "I'm listening, what's your idea". 
It's..." Lars paused and began to giggle. 


"Yeah?...".. 


"The thirty day spank challenge!" 
Kirk blinked, confused. "Huh? What on Earth is the thirty day spank challenge?" 


Lars smiled sweetly at Kirk. "Well, you know how you can have a thirty day song challenge, where you have to 


listen to a new song every day for thirty days". 
"Yeah" said Kirk. 


"And you have to start at the beginning of the month" said Lars. He pointed at Kirk's Horses of the World 


calendar on the wall. 

"Yeah, | know that too". 

"And today IS the beginning of the month" said Lars, a naughty gleam appearing in his eyes. 

"Yeah, it is" Kirk agreed. "But Lars, | still don't know what a thirty day spank challenge is". 

Lars grinned in delight. "Well, each day, either you or | choose an item to spank each other with" he explained. 
"It has to be a different item for each day. Once we've..erm..tested it on each other, we then have to write 

down how much we liked or didn't like the item. Then, at the end of the month, we check the scores and see 


which item was the most popular with both of us". 


It took Kirk a minute to absorb all this information When he realised what Lars was saying, he blushed and 
began to giggle. 


"Heheheh, that IS a good idea" he said. "I like that Lars, | wanna do it". 


"Ha, | knew you would" said Lars, rubbing his hands together. "So, shall we begin?" 
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"First off, we need a notebook to write stuff down in" said Lars. 
"| think there's one in the kitchen drawer" said Kirk 


"Heheh, cool. I'll go and get it" said Lars. He scuttled out of the room. While Lars was gone, Kirk found out a pen 


and bounced on his bed in anticipation. Soon, Lars returned, holding a brand new notebook. 


"Here it is" he said, sitting by Kirk once more and flipping the notebook open. 


"Did James or Jase see you?" Kirk asked. 
"Nah, they were both in the living room, watching TV" said Lars. 
"Oh good" said Kirk, sounding relieved Lars chuckled. 


"Hahaha, are you worried they'd wanna know what we're up to? | would have just told them we wanted the 


book for music stuff". 
"But that'd be a fib!" 


Lars rolled his eyes. "Kirk, they're not your Mom. We can fib to them now and then" he said. "Besides..if one of 
the items | choose to spank you with is my drumstick, that WOULD be music related stuff". 


"Lars!" exclaimed Kirk, turning bright red. Lars laughed. 
"Heheh, anyway, shall we get started?" Kirk nodded and smiled. Lars received the pen and began to write. 


30 Day Spank Challenge 
"Oh wait Larsie" said Kirk "Don't put that, James or Jase might see! 

"No they won't" said Lars. "We're gonna keep the notebook in here" 

"But what if they come nosing around and see it and look inside?" 

Lars thought for a moment. "OK, shall | write TOP SECRET on the cover?" 


"Hell, NO! That'll make them look all the more". Kirk shook his head frantically. "Just scribble out the word 
spank". 


"OK, if it makes you feel better" said Lars. He scribbled hard over the offending word until all that could be 


seen was a black lumpy shope. 

"That's better" said Kirk, please. 

Lars rolled his eyes. "Right, let's continue". He began writing again. 
Day | item: 


Then he drew a line down the middle of the first page and at the top of the left column, wrote Lars. At the 
top of the right column, he wrote Kirk. 


"What's that for?" Kirk asked. 


"That's where we write our marks out of ten for the spanking item" Lars explained. "So if | use, say my 
drumstick and you like it best, you choose a ten". 


‘OK, now | see" said Kirk. "Hehe, you're determined to choose your drumstick, aren't you?" 

| may be" smirked Lars. 

"Don't be so sure" said Kirk. "Cos remember, if we both take turns, then | would get to spank you with it!" 
Lars went red. "Uhh, good point! OK, well that would be far too kinky so the drumstick's out". 
"Spoilsport" Kirk teased. 

"OK then’. Lars assumed a businesslike tone. "So, who's going to choose first?" 

"Me" said Kirk at once. 

"Not fair! It should be me cos | thought up the challenge". 

"But you're using my pen to write up the date with" Kirk teased Lars again. 

"So? It's James’ notebook but he's not going first". Lars rubbed his chin. "OK, | know. Let's toss for it?" 
"Togs?" 

"A CONN, silly!" 


Lars and Kirk stared at each other, then yelled with laughter. 


Two 


Lars took a quarter out of his pocket. "Heads or tails" he said to Kirk 
"Umm, heads". 


Lars flipped the coin and both guys watched as it landed on the carpet. Leaning over it, Lars squeaked in 
delight. 


"Yes, TAILS! Heheh, | go first". 
"Awwww, not fair" said Kirk but he didn't sound at all upset. "What are you going to pick?" 


"Hmm, give me a minute to think" said Lars. He lay back on Kirk's bed, gazing up at the ceiling. Then he sat up 


again His eyes wandered round the bedroom, finally coming to rest of Kirks' trainers. 

"A shoe!" he announced. 

"Are you sure?" Kirk said doubtfully. "Won't shoes have germs on them?" 

"Kirk, it's gonna smack our asses. | bet our asses have far more germs on them than a shoe". 
"Speak for yourself. My ass is clean enough to eat dinner off". 

"| may just take you up on that offer someday" said Lars, green eyes gleaming. 

"You're so rude!" Kirk giggled again. 


"They do it in Japan" said Lars. Before Kirk could ask exactly what he meant, Lars pointed to a fluffy slipper 


and spoke again. 

"Ok, a slipper. They aren't worn outside so they won't pick up germs". 

Kirk gazed at the slipper, feeling excited. “Alright then, that's good by me". 

Lars scrambled up off the bed. "Prepare your ass Kirky" he said gleefully. "The fun is about to start’. 


Kirk lowered his trousers and underwear and lay face down on his bed. He turned his head a little so he could 


watch what Lars was doing. Lars had picked up the slipper and was waving it about wildly. 


"Are you ready?" he asked. 


"Yeah" said Kirk, felling his ass cheeks clench in anticipation. 


"Great! OK, Ill give you five spanks and you concentrate hard so you can give them marks out of ten" 
"Um, Lars, itll be kind of difficult to concentrate while you're smacking my ass" Kirk pointed out 

"No it won't” said Lars. "Just think how good or how lame it feels" 

"Alright then, lll try". 


"Good. Right, here goes!" Kirk just had time to take a breath before he felt a sharp slap on his behind. The 


feeling of the slipper base was smooth and it stung pleasantly. 
"How was that?" Lars asked eagerly. "Was it a ten?" 
"Ooh, it was good" Kirk gasped. "But it's too soon to give it a number yet". 


"Haha, OK then, let's continue" Lars said. Kirk felt another hard slap, in a slightly different place, this time. He 


clenched his cheeks and sighed in pleasure. 

"Heh, | can't wait to try it out next" Lars exclaimed. "It sounds like you're having a really good time there Kirk". 
"Yeah, | am" Kirk was able to blurt out before Lars continued, delivering three more firm slaps. Kirk felt his 
ass vibrate and throb. The slipper bottom felt cold when it touched him but the spanked areas were glowing 
hot. 

"And we're done" said Lars, putting the slipper down and flopping on the bed next to Kirk. 

"Ahh, that was nice" Kirk sighed. "I really think | gotta give that, um..a nine” 


"That good, eh?" 


"Yep, I'll do you in a minute and then you can feel for yourself". 
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Once Kirk had recovered, he selected the slipper and Lars removed his jeans and underwear ready. One thing 
Lars loved about him and Kirk having sexy fun together was that neither of them took the dominant role 
permanently. It always depended on their mood at the time. Now, lying across Kirk's bed with his ass turned 


upwards, Lars was definitely in a submissive mood. 


"Are you ready?" Kirk asked, gently tapping the sole of the slipper against his palm. The gesture made Lars 


feel very excited and he nodded eagerly. 


"Good! Here it comes then". Kirk brought the slipper down with a firm slap onto Lars' bare cheeks. Lars 


squeaked in delight and squirmed about. 
‘Oooh, shit Kirk , you were right. It IS good!" 


"It gets better when you receive more" Kirk giggled. To prove this point, he smacked Lars bottom again. The 
hot patch tingled and ached and Lars arched his back, lifting his ass up slightly. 


"Heheh, somebody is really enjoying this" Kirk teased. He delivered Lars' three final slaps slowly but firmly, 
enjoying watching Lars wriggle and gasp. Both Kirk and Lars were sorry when Kirk announced he had finished. 


"Awww, | need more" Lars whined, his ass clenching. 


"Tomorrow, babe" said Kirk, putting the slipper down and lying next to Lars. "We can't overdo it if we have 30 
days to get through". 


"Yeah, thats a point". Lars giggled. He reached for the notebook and pen. "Shall | write down our scores?" 
"Yep, go ahead. Mine was a nine, remember". 


"Yeah". Lars began writing. "I think I'll give it, um..eight. Not cos of your technique Kirk (which was awesome as 
usual). | just wasn't sure if | liked the feel of the slipper bottom. It was quite cold". 


"Hehe, that was the part | liked" Kirk said. "A cold slipper on a warm ass’. 
"Not me so much" said Lars. 'I prefer a nice warm hand". He looked at Kirk hopefully. 

"Naughty boy" said Kirk, ruffling Lars’ soft wavy hair. "NO more spanking..wait until tomorrow". 
"Ah, but if tm naughty, you have to spark me to make me good" Lars pointed out. 


Kirk raised his eyebrows, then laughed. "You're so silly" he said, kissing Lars on the lips. 


Three 


The following evening, James and Jason went fishing so after Lars and Kirk had said bye to them, they then 
scuttled upstairs for day 2 of their challenge. 


"Hahaha, here we go" Lars said, closing the bedroom door. "My ass can't wait to see what object you choose 


Kirk". 
Silly Larsie" said Kirk, nudging Lars playfully. 


"I hope its a good one" Lars continued. "You've had a whole twenty four hours to think about it so it should 
be". 


"Not that long" Kirk corrected. "| was asleep for some of the time". 

"Well, while you were sleeping, you could have been dreaming about spanking items" Lars said. 
"| think | was dreaming about ice cream". 

"You can't spank somebody with ice cream" said Lars. 

It wasn't about..ch never mind. | have thought of something”. 

"Well, why didn't you say so. What is it?" 


Kirk opened the top drawer in the bedside cabinet and took out a spatula. "Here it is" he said "I snuck it up 


from the kitchen earlier". 


Lars' eyes lit up as he admired the spatula. It was metal, with a plastic coated handle and a large, flat head. 


Lars imagined that when he was spanked with it, the slits in the head would leave a nice pattern on his ass. 
"Good choice" he said to Kirk. 
"Glad you think so" giggled Kirk. "Shall we begin?" 


Lars nodded and quickly pulled down his jeans and underwear. This time, he lay across Kirk's lap, rather than on 


the bed. Kirk smiled and gently stroked Lars' ass before whacking his left cheek with the spatula. 
"Ouch!" Lars squeaked. "Kirk, you might have warned mel!" 


"Sorry" said Kirk, sounding more amused than sorry. "I thought a bit of a surprise would be more fun’. 


‘Its alright" said Lars, wiggling his ass enticingly. "Come on Kirk, | need more". 

Kirk smacked Lars again, this time bringing the spatula down on his right cheek. "Ahh, that's good" Lars sighed. 
"Keep it symmetrical, buddy". 

“Symmetrical? | haven't heard that word before" said Kirk. He gave Lars’ ass another juicy slap. "Is it a Danish 


word for passionate?" 


"No!" exclaimed Lars, laughing. "It's, ouch!" (Kirk spanked him a fourth time). "It means the same on both sides. 
So, like..ouch!" (Kirk spanked him again). "Shit Kirk, that's so good". 


"| couldn't do both sides cos five is an odd number so | did the last spank in the middle" Kirk explained 

"Ahhh, fine by me" Lars sighed. His ass was throbbing in a delightful way. 

"You liked it more than the slipper?" Kirk giggled. 

"Yeah, it was warmer and, erm more solid". 

Kirk kissed Lars on the cheek, then wrote nine under his column in the notebook. He relaxed on the bed next to 
Lars for a few minutes; both of them enjoying their new game very much. Once Lars' ass had cooled down, he 
announced it was time to spank Kirk. 

"Ohh, | can't wait to find out what this feels like" Kirk cooed, undoing his jeans and pulling them down. 

"IFs brill, trust me, Kirky" Lars chuckled He picked up the spatula and waited until Kirk was naked form the 
waist down and lying across his lap. Lars loved to see Kirk in such a helpless, yet sexy position. He rubbed 
Kirk's cheeks gently for a moment, then delivered the first spank. 

"Oooh! | like that" Kirk squeaked. 

"Naughty boy" Lars smirked. "Do you want some more?" 

"Yes! Yes of course". 

Lars patted Kirk's behind affectionately then gave him another sharp slap with the spatula. He loved the sound 
it made and how the head vibrated slightly on contact. A third spank, then another. Kirk paddles his feet and 
his ass cheeks clenched and jumped. He was enjoying himself as much as Lars. 

"One more now babe" said Lars, rubbing the spatula head across the red patch he had made. 


"Awwww" Kirk groaned. "Over so soon?" 


"Cheer up, there will be plenty more tomorrow" said Lars. He gave Kirk one last smack with the spatula and 


Kirk sighed in delight. 


“That was..delicious" Kirk murmured. "I loved it". 
"Was it a ten?" Lars asked, helping Kirk up off his lap. 


"Umm, | think maybe another nine" Kirk admitted. “It was a little too, unyielding | think. The slipper was better 


because it was bendy and softer". 


Lars write nine down in the notebook. "Heheheh" he snickered. "I thought the slipper was too soft. You think the 


spatula is too hard. Between us, we sound like Goldilocks". 
Kirk burst out laughing. "Hahahaha, we DO!" 


Lars winked at Kirk. "So, | wonder when we'll find our spanking item that's just right?" 


Four 


As the days passed, Lars and Kirk's challenge continued to do well. For day three, Lars chose a belt (the lads 
were careful not to play too rough with that) and for day four, Kirk chose a hard backed book that somebody 
had picked up from a yard sale some years back but nobody had liked it. Now Lars and Kirk decided that they 
liked it very much, with Lars rating it T and Kirk rating it 8. 

Sometimes it was difficult to continue the challenge because it had to be kept secret from James and Jason. 
On day six, James insisted on having a long band practise session in the evening and it was a quarter to twelve 
when Kirk and Lars finally got to bed (secretly armed with a rolled up old rock magazine). They just about 
managed to spank each other before it turned midnight but as both guys were tired, the results weren't so 


good. 


"Hmm, | think only a six there" Lars sighed, writing it down in their notebook. "The magazine was too soft to 
really sting’. 


"Agreed, six for me too" said Kirk. 

"Hahahaha, Kirk, you've just had five off me! Surely you don't want any more" Lars teased. 

"Silly!" said Kirk, poking Lars! tummy with the magazine end. 
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On day nine, Metallica were playing at a local club and James wanted to practise all day long. Kirk and Lars 
managed to sneak off at dinner time (Lars claiming he needed the toilet and Kirk saying he had lost his 
favourite plectrum and needed to look for it). They met up in the bathroom, trying hard not to laugh and give 
away what they were doing. 

"Shit, we're gonna have to be hell of a fast in here" Lars whispered. 


"| know" Kirk whispered back. "What object shall we use?" 


Lars' eyes scanned the bathroom at top speed. "The bath brush" he said, pointing to where he was leaning up 
against the side of the bath. 


"Ooh, nice" said Kirk "I'm surprised we didn't think of that before". 
"Yeah. What a shame we've gotta rush playing with it" said Lars in mock sorrow. 


Despite their hurried spanking, both Lars and Kirk liked the bath brush, each voting it a 9. They didn't have 


their notebook on them but Lars said that he could remember their scores. They then exited the bathroom, 
trying hard to look innocent when they went back into the practise room. Somehow, they managed it perfectly, 
though Kirk had to feel a bit sorry for Lars as Lars was sitting down on his drum stool. 

Good job | didn't spank too hard Kirk thought, retuning a rogue string. However, Lars didn't at all look upset, in 


fact, he had a definite smug expression on his face. 
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Day ten arrived and Lars and Kirk met up in their bedroom once more. "Wow" said Kirk, checking the calendar. 


'| can't believe we're a third through our contest already". 


"Yeah, ten days today" said Lars. He sat down on the bed and gave a dramatic sigh. "Time's going too quickly. 
Let's make it a sixty day challenge instead". 


| don't think my ass could take sixty days" said Kirk 
"Mine could! | have an ass of steel" Lars boasted. "Um, not that | want you to test that out though". 


Kirk laughed and kissed Lars. "Don't worry babe, I'll be careful" he said. 
"Good! So, what's the object for today?" 


"A wooden spoon!" Kirk produced said object from his jacket pocket and waved it under Lars nose. "Fancy this, 
Larsie?" 


"Ha, well it sure isn't the booby prize to me" Lars grinned, undoing his trousers ready. 


Just then, there was a knock at the door. Lars gasped and Kirk dropped the spoon with a clatter. James’ voice 
called out. 


"Guys, can | come in a minute?" 


"Uh, sure" Lars called back, doing his trousers up again. Kirk nudged the spoon under his bed with his toe. The 


door opened and James strolled in. 
"Hey, | thought | left my Iron Maiden shirt in here when we had that pillow fight the other night" he said. 
"Um, do you mean the tour one you got last summer?" Kirk asked. 


"Yeah, that's the one". 


"Hang on a min.."..Kirk looked round the room. "Ah, there it is". Kirk went over to one of his amps and picked up 


a shirt that was on top of it. 


"There you go". 

"Awesome, thanks dude" said James, taking the shirt off Kirk "Say, what are you two up to?" 
Kirk and Lars looked at each other in alarm. 

Listening to music" said Lars. 

"Reading comics" said Kirk at exactly the same moment. James frowned. 


"Um, we're reading as we listen" Lars explained. 
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"But you don't have any music on" James pointed out. 
"We're just deciding what to listen to" said Lars. Just then, Jason called James from somewhere downstairs. 
"James, that really funny show you like's coming on right now!" 


"Yeah, I'm coming!" James yelled through the doorway. He slung his shirt over his shoulder. "OK, see you guys 
later" he said to Kirk and Lars. 


Once he had left the bedroom and gone down stairs, Kirk flopped down on the bed and gave a huge sigh of 
relief. Lars giggled nervously and pushed the bedroom door to. 


"That was a close one" he said. 
"Yeah" said Kirk. "If we'd have been any further on, James would have caught us for sure". 


"| dunno about a spank challenge" Lars said. "| think keeping it secret from James and Jason is the REAL 


challenge!" 


Five 

The days of the month continued to pass and the spank challenge grew more and more difficult. This wasn't 
because of the risk of James or Jason finding out..but instead because Lars and Kirk began to run out of 
objects. 

They had used all the obvious ones; slippers, sandals, trainers (Kirk had agreed to use a trainer if they washed 
the base first), books, magazines and various flat kitchen implements. By Day 20, the two guys sat on Lars’ 
bed, completely stumped for what to use next. 

"How about a tennis racquet? "Kirk asked. 

Lars checked the notebook. "Nah, we used an old one of mine on Day lb". 

"A baseball glove?" 


Lars flipped the pages of the book. "No, we did that on Day 12". 


Kirk sighed. "What can we use? We can't fail the challenge because we've run out of objects". 


Lars screwed up his nose, thinking hard. "Let's go into the bathroom for inspiration’ he suggested. 

So he and Kirk trooped into the bathroom and spent a good five minutes, studying the various objects within 
Some (like the bath brush) they had already used. Lars eyed up the toilet brush but when Kirk saw what he 
was looking at, he squealed. 

"Lars, not that! That's GROSS!" he exclaimed. 

| was thinking about the handle, not the end that goes in the bog". 

"Yes but if we get spanked with the handle, the one doing the spanking would have to hold the dirty end". 
"Ew, good point" said Lars. He continued to look round, until a nudge from Kirk grabbed his attention 

"How about an old toothbrush?" he asked. 

Lars shrugged, doubtful. "I dunno. Toothbrushes are so small, would we even feel it?" 


"We could try" said Kirk. "And we really need something’. 


So the lads nicked and old toothbrush of James' and went back to their bedroom with it. Sadly, the toothbrush 
wasn't any use at all. After they had finished their latest spanking session, Kirk frowned and shook his head. 


| vote that a three. | could hardly feel it". 
‘Same here" said Lars. “Though I'll say four but thats cos when you used the bristled end, it did kinda tickle 
and | liked that." 


"You're kinky" Kirk giggled. 
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For Day 2l, Lars suggested a candle, so while James and Jason were out shopping, one of the candles from the 
kitchen cabinet mysteriously found it's way into Kirk and Lars' room. The candle seemed pretty good at first 


and after his spanking Kirk voted it a six. However, when he came to spank Lars, the candles snapped after two 


slaps. 

"Shit! Its broken’ Kirk cried 

"Bummer! It must have been my ass of steel that did it" said Lars. 
"Haha, funny! Whatll we do now, that was our last candle". 

"Hope that we don't have a power cut". 


Kirk rolled his eyes. Lars turned his head enough to see Kirk holding two pieces of candle, one slightly longer 
than the other. 


"Use that bigger bit to spank me with" he said. 
"You sure buddy?" 


"Course I'm sure. Carry on!" 
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For Day 22, while James and Jason were playing baseball in the park, Lars and Kirk raided their shopping form 
the previous day. Lars searched the cupboards while Kirk examined the contents of the fridge freezer. 


"How about a stick of French bread?" Lars said. 
"No, itll break easier than the candle" said Kirk. 


"Not if James got it from the usual store he buys our bread form" said Lars. "The bread there is so stale, 


jewellers use it for hardness tests on their diamonds". 


"James said he doesn't like soft French loaves" Kirk pointed out. "He prefers them hard". 

| bet he does" Lars sniggered. 

"Shush, youl" Kirk rooted round in the freezer compartment. "Um, what about this pack of frozen bacon?" 
"Good idea" Lars said happily. "That'll be hard to be hit with and cold to boot". 

Kirk chuckled and the guys hurried upstairs with their prize. They proceeded to spank each other with the 
packet of bacon, curious about the new sensation Lars particularly liked the icy coldness on his ass but Kirk 
wasn't so keen, claiming it numbed him too much. 

‘Only four from me" said Kirk. "You were excellent Larsie but | prefer warm things to be spanked with". 


"Let's cook the bacon, then it'll be warm" Lars teased. 


"And soft too! Say, do you reckon itll be OK to eat, after its touched our asses?" Kirk gazed at the packet 


anxiously. 


"Sure" said Lars. "It's all sealed in plastic. We'd better give it a wash though. If l'm on cooking duty tonight, | 


don't wanna be touching a plastic packet thats got remains of ass lurgies on it". 


Kirk smiled and gave Lars the thumbs up. "Twenty two days completed" he said. "Now only eight to go!" 
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"This is it? Lars said. "Day Thirty. The last and final day of our spank challenge". 

"Don't last and final both mean the same thing?" Kirk enquired. 

"Shush Kirk, you're ruining the moment". Lars gazed down at the notebook, now rather dog eared and grubby. 
Many numbers were written in both columns, following a pattern. They started off high, with nines and eights 
and gradually crept downwards. This probably had something to do with the last few objects listed. 

Day 21: Stick of celery. Lars = 3. Kirk = 3. 

Day 28: Pencil. Lars = 2. Kirk = 3. 

Day 24: Towel. Lars = I. Kirk = | 


Lars sighed and brushed his hair off his forehead. He hadn't realised that thinking up thirty different items 
suitable for spanking would have been so difficult. And with one night left, they still needed one more thing! 


"You OK Lars?" Kirk asked, concerned at Lars’ glum face. 
"Yeah" Lars shrugged. "I'm just, | guess..".. 

"Yesterday was a bit of a washout huh?" Kirk said. "Get it? Towel? Washout?" 

Lars forced a smile. "That's terrible, Kirky". he said. 

"Hey, it made you smile a bit" said Kirk He patted Lars' shoulder. "Cheer up now". 

"I am trying" said Lars. "But | just think maybe a fifteen day challenge would have been better". 

"But fifteen days would have been less..challenging’ Kirk pointed out. 

Lars sighed. "| guess so". 

The truth was, Lars was disappointed that their contest was likely to go out with a whine, rather than a bang. 
As much as he loved playing sexy games with Kirk, the last few evenings had been lame. Really lame, thanks to 
the useless objects they had been forced to choose. It had killed off Lars' passion dead and Lars, usually such 
a passionate guy, didn't like the flat, dull feeling. 


"You know, maybe we oughta quit tonight" he finally said. 


"Lars?" said Kirk, uncertainly. 


"l'm tired of this contest" Lars sighed. "It's no fun anymore". 
‘Lars, what's got into you? You never quit". 


"Well, there's a first time for everything" Lars said sulkily. He was tired of Kirk trying to jolly him up. Why 


couldn't Kirk admit their contest was a failure too, then they could at least moan about it together. 


"No Lars, | won't have that kind of talk" said Kirk. "You're a naughty boy for even thinking of quitting. And..you 


know what happens to naughty boys..".. 


Kirk pulled out a brand new paddle from under his pillow. Lars scowl vanished, like ice cream melting on a 


summer's day. His eyes grew wide and he gaped. 
"Kirk? W-where did that come from?" he gasped. 
"| bought it" said Kirk, his cheeks reddening a little. 


"You bought it?" Lars began to smile, his eyes sparkling again like at the start of the spank challenge. "You 
actually went into a sex shop and bought it?" 


"Yeah, I'm over eighteen, | can go in a sex shop if | want". Kirk blushed more as Lars giggled. 

"Hahah, awesome! When did you get it babe?" 

"Just a couple of days ago". 

Lars frowned, thinking back. "When we were playing a show at the Sparkling Lime club?" 

"Yep, then. At our half time break, when James went to get some beer and you were talking to Jase". 
Lars gave a yell and pointed at Kirk in glee. "Hal You said you were going to the bathroom’. 


"| did" Kirk insisted. "| ran out, bought the paddle and then walked in through the bathroom door and back out 
again | didn't fib" he finished up with dignity. 


"I believe you. | just hope you had the paddle wrapped up or hidden then or you might have given some guys a 
hell of a shock in the bathroom". 


Kirk laughed and Lars laughed too. He felt suddenly light and happy again. The final day was going to be special. 
Instead of having to rack their brains, thinking up of some last, stupid item, they had a paddle. A proper 


spanking implement. 


Lars gazed at it, admiring it. It had a wooden handle, about nine inches long, smooth and circular. There was a 


grip made of firm rubber, to enable the spanker to keep a good hold while using the paddle. The head was flat 
and square shaped; made of dark, polished wood and slightly wider at the base. Lars felt a shiver of excitement 
course through him. 


"Wow Kirk, you sure know how to choose a good quality paddle" said Lars. 
"Uh, not really" said Kirk awkwardly. "I just asked the guy in the shop for it and he gave me that, um, model”. 


"Ha, well he gave you a good one then". Lars clapped his hand, excited. "Lets begin Lets make Day Thirty give 
us our first and only scores of ten!" 


"Don't first and only mean the same thing, in that context?" Kirk asked. 


Lars put his finger to Kirks’ lips. "Less asking silly questions, more spanking’. 
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Kirk ran his fingers over the wooden head of the paddle. "I can't wait to test this out on your cute ass" he 
said. 


| can't wait either" said Lars, fumbling with his jeans button. Kirk smiled and watched as Lars tugged his jeans 


down, wriggling his hips so that they fell around his ankles. Next, Lars remove his briefs, tossing them casually 


across the room. They landed on the top of the bedside table and Kirk chuckled. 
"| hope James doesn't come in and see that!" 


"If he does, he'll have other things to distract him" said Lars and he stuck his ass out and wiggled it. Kirk 


laughed even more. 


"You're so rude! OK, are you ready?" Lars didn't need to reply with words; he simply draped himself across 
Kirk's lap. Kirk beamed and gently rubbed Lars' bare cheeks, savouring the moment. 


"Oh hurry Kirk, | need to feel your new toy" Lars begged. 

‘Our new toy" Kirk murmured. He gave Lars’ ass one last stroke. "Ready then, here it comes?" 

Lars barely had time to clench before there was a loud whack and he felt a delicious slap on his cheeks. It was 
similar to the slipper from the first day but warm instead of clammy..solid instead of rubbery. Lars sighed 
with pleasure. 

"Wow..that was really good" he told Kirk. 


"The best yet?" Kirk asked teasingly. 


‘Not sure yet, | need more to be able to decide". Lars eyes gleamed and he gasped again as Kirk delivered 
another slap to his ass. The sting had not quite gone from the first hit and the second slap on top of the first 


was doubly enticing. 


Kirk smacked Lars a third time, this time taking care to hit a different part of his ass. Lars whined with 


pleasure. 
"Ohh, it's getting better with each smack!" 


Kirk admired the red patches on Lars' buttocks. He would be sorry to finish but also happy too because then 
it would be his turn. From Lars' behaviour, Kirk could tell that the paddle was the most enjoyable item they 
had used yet. Kirk could hardly wait but he didn't want to rush the spanking. He wanted their last day of the 
contest to be special and that meant taking it slowly. 


"Ready for some more?" he asked Lars. 
"Nearly. l'm just savouring the last smack" Lars sighed. "I really think this is gonna be our first ten". 


| hope so" said Kirk "The guy in the sex shop did promise me full satisfaction or my money back so, with a 


promise like that, it should me a ten". 
"Hehehe, you sound like a TV advert now" Lars chuckled. 
"Bad boy! Don't tease me" Kirk pretended to scold Lars, while slapping his buttocks again 


"Yes, l'm really bad! Spank me harder!" Lars encouraged Kirk. "In fact, | think as it's our last day today, we 


should have ten each instead of five". 
"Won't that affect our results though?" Kirk sounded doubttul. 
"Not mine" said Lars. "I've already decided l'm giving the paddle a ten’. 


"Alright then, ten is will be" said Kirk. He sounded delighted to have an excuse to deliver and receive more 


spanks. Lars chirruped in glee and settled more comfortably on Kirk's lap. 

"Come on then babe, my ass is waiting and willing!" 

"You're such a naughty boy" Kirk cooed. 

He continued with Lars’ enjoyable punishment, sometimes spanking light and fast, sometimes slow and hard. Lars 
wiggled about, his ass burning with euphoria. All too soon it was over and through his haze of pleasure, Lars 
heard Kirk saying "That's ten now baby". 

"Ohhh, yes! Such a total ten in my book" Lars murmured, before rolling off Kirk's lap. Kirk caught him before 
he hit the floor, scooping him up in his arms. He gently lay Lars down on the bed, on his front so as to allow 


the cool air to sooth his crimson ass. 


"Kirk, you were so smart, buying that paddle" Lars chuckled softly. "I must give you an extra good spanking, to 


reward you". 


"| shall look forward to it" said Kirk, brushing back Lars’ soft brown hair and planting a gentle kiss on his 
sweaty forehead. 
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At last, when Lars had recovered, he and Kirk switched places, with Kirk laying across Lars' lap with his 
trousers and underwear down. His heart was beating quickly with excitement and he was very glad that the 
previous day's spanking had been so lame, for two good reasons. One was that it would make today's spanking 
even better by comparison The other reason was that the towel hadn't hurt at all, so Kirk's ass was nice and 
fresh for his punishment. 


"Ready sweet Kirk" Lars exclaimed. "You are gonna LOVE this!" 


"Ready and willing" Kirk purred. Lars smiled and gave his bare ass a good, firm slap with the paddle. Kirks' 
cheeks bounced and he let out a small gasp. 


"Oh, shit! That felt nice!" he announced. 

"If you enjoyed that, well, it gets better as it goes on" said Lars. To prove this point, he slapped Kirk again. And 
again. And again after that, two quick spanks in succession. Kirk moaned and squirmed about, his ass heating up 
nicely. 

"Ohh, its a ten, I'm certain" he panted. "A definite ten!" 

"Ah, you've already decided on your score. So you don't need any more spanks to convince you?" Lars teased. 


"Shit Lars, don't you dare stop!" Kirk whined. "I gave you ten, you gotta give me ten!" 


"Hehehe, | was just kidding. Of course you'll get ten". Lars whacked Kirk's bottom again. "You're a naughty boy, 


ordering me about". 
"Ooh, when did | order you about?" 


"Just now!" Lars slapped Kirks' buttocks again. "You said Don't you dare stop". Another hard smack. "That 


sounded like an order to me". 
"Owwww! You're right, it did" Kirk whimpered. "I'm sorry Larsie. Punish me hard for being so bossy". 


"I intend to" Lars smirked. He delivered his two final spanks, making sure they were the hardest yet. Kirk 
gasped loudly; his ass throbbing with a mixture of pain and pleasure. 


"That's ten! | hope you've learned your lesson’ said Lars. 


"Ohh, | have. | ‘ll be a good boy from now on" Kirk promised, turning his head and gazing at Lars with large, 
dark eyes. 


Lars smiled and kissed the top of Kirk's curly head. 


"You're such a sweetie. And now it's all over!" Lars helped Kirk up off his lap. "Our challenge is finally finished". 
"It is?" Kirk sounded surprised. 

"Yeah, today is Day Thirty, remember". 

"Ohh, yeah". Kirk looked down for a minute, then he smiled again. 


"Well, maybe the challenge is over but that doesn't mean we've finished here" he said, turning round and sitting 


on Lars’ lap. 

"Huh?" said Lars. He was quickly silenced by Kirk pressing his lips against his mouth and kissing him deeply. It 
took Lars a couple of seconds to realise what was going on, then he returned the kiss. Kirk slid his arms 
around Lars and held him close, feeling the dampness of his sweaty t-shirt beneath his fingers. 


"Hmmm" Kirk sighed, pausing for breath. "That spanking made me horny". 


"| think | guessed" Lars murmured, wrapping his arms around Kirk. 


style?" 


Lars leaned towards Kirk, kissing him again. Sometimes actions spoke louder than words and this was one of 


those times. 
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"Hey Lars?" Kirk looked up the back of the record he was holding. "Fancy a game of cards?" 


Lars, who was sprawled out on his bed playing his Game Boy, rolled over and wriggled into a sitting position 
"Hmm, l'm not sure” he said. "What game?" 


"| dunno, maybe pontoon or poker?" 

"Let's play pontoon" said Lars. "That feels more exicitng cos you never know when you're gonna burst or not". 
"Alright then buddy". Kirk took the record out of its sleeve. "Let's listen to some Iron Maiden while we play". 
"Good idea’ said Lars, saving his game on the Game Boy. Kirk turned on the record player and placed the 
record on the turntable. Lars switched the Game Boy off and put it on the bedside table, next to the notebook 
that they had used for the 30 Day Spank Challenge. 

"Say Kirk, it feels funny now that our challenge is over, doesn't it" said Lars. 

"I was just thinking that" said Kirk, glancing at his calendar. "It fells..good and bad". 

"Good, why good? Was your ass starting to get tired?" Lars asked, a bit of a smirk on his face. 

"Nol" Kirk exclaimed "My ass can stand up to as much spanking as yours can". 

"Bet it can't" Lars said smugly. 

‘It sure can!" 


"WANT to bet on it?" Lars asked, pointing to the pack of cards, now in Kirk's hand. 


"Shush! You're so horny. | would have thought our challenge would have satisfied your kinky needs for a least 
a couple of days". 


| can't help it Kirky, you turn me on" Lars giggled. "Especially when you pout at me". 
"lim not pouting" said Kirk, doing it even more. 
"Go on then" said Lars, trying not to laugh. "Tell me what's good about our challenge being over". 


Kirk sat down next to Lars and took the cards out of their packet. "Well, it's good to not have to worry about 


James or Jase catching us" he said. 


"You got a point there" Lars agreed. "Though part of the fun was keeping it secret from them". 
"Yeah but after the first few days, | did get a little tired of trying to find times we could fit our spankings in’. 
"Yeah, that's a good point too" Lars said. 


"And it's nice to know that we don't HAVE to spank each other every day". Lars gave Kirk a disbelieving look. 


"Oh come on Larsie, you know what | mean". 
"No | don't. Spanking every day is awesome!" Lars insisted. 


"Most days it was awesome" said Kirk. "But not when we had shows and stuff and had to do it just minutes 
before midnight. That was tiring". 


Lars thought about it for a moment. "Yeah, | guess you're right" he admitted. 
Kirk smiled, glad that Lars understood him. 


"So" said Lars in a businesslike tone. "For our game of pontoon, shall we have best of five and the winner 


spanks the loser?" 


"Lars!" exclaimed Kirk, not sure whether to be exasperated or to laugh. The laughter won and this set Lars off 


too. 


They were both laughing so hard, they didn't hear the knock at the bedroom door. A minute later, James’ 


voice called out. 
"Hey, guys! Can me and Jason come in a minute?" 


"Sure" Kirk called back. "| hope he didn't just hear you talking about spanking" he whispered to Lars. Lars 


smirled and assumed an innocent expression. 
The door opened and James entered, with Jason following behind him. 
"Hi James, hi Jase" said Lars. "Want to play cards with me and Kirk?" 


"Um, maybe later" said James. "We've been practising and | came up with this really great riff. | wanna write it 


down but | can't find that notebook which was in the kitchen drawer and | wondered if you guys had seen it". 
Kirk looked shocked. "Notebook?" said Lars innocently. 


"Yeah, we can't find anything else to write on" said Jason. "And it's such a good riff, James needs to write it 


down quick before he forgets it". 


"Ha, this one! Here it is". To Kirk's alarm and Lars' amusement, James picked the notebook up off the bedside 
table. He flipped it open casually and his eyes widened at the writing within. 


"What is it?" Jason enquired, going over to James' side. 


| honestly don't fucking know" said James, scratching his blonde head. Kirk and Lars flashed each oether guilty 
glances. "Listen to this Jase..Day One item, a slipper. Kirk 9, Lars 8". 


"Huh?" said Jason, puzzled too. Lars fought back a desire to giggle. 


"Day Two item, a spatula’ James continued to read. Day Three, a belt. Day Four, a hard back book. What the 
fuck?" 


Now Kirk was giggling too. Jason eyed up the notebook then said "Maybe Kirk and Lars are planning a yard 


sale?" 


"A yard sale? With one fucking slipper? Who the hell would buy that?" James grumbled. This made Kirk and 


Lars laugh more. 

"No wait, look". Jason pointed to the top of the page. “It's got a title’ 
"The Thirty Day Challenge” James read out. 

"And black blob" Jason said helpfully. 


"A challenge!" James huffed. "A challenge that went on for thirty days!" He glared at Kirk and Lars. "You two 


did a challenge and didn't invite me or Jase to compete!" 


"We didn't think you guys would enjoy it" Lars said. 


James snorted "A poor excuse. | bet it was just that you thought I'd win and you were too chicken to invite 


me". This set Lars and Kirk off chuckling again. 


"Ha, see, | KNEW it was that" James fumed, convinced his band mates were laughing at him. "That's really 
fucking unfair. James Hetfield can stand up to ANY challenge and | insist that you jerks fucking re-run it so 


that me and Jase can take part too!" 


Jason looked brightly curious. Kirk gazed at Lars. Lars gazed right back. 
"Well, if you insist James" he said sweetly. 


The End 


